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Summary:
Being neighborhood friends with Mr and Mrs. Graves, you head over to deliver some baked goods; only to find your childhood friends there. You had been harassed out of a relationship with Andrew Graves at the ripe age of 13, leaving him all to his sister, Ashley Graves. Walking in on the situation at hand, you have two choices - either lose your life or cover up the losses of somebody else's.

Chapter 1: Day 1
Chapter Text
  "What the hell do you mean I have to rip the teeth out?! You're the one who killed her!" A male voice shouted from behind a door, his voice muffled and raspy; likely a smoker. "I didn't kill them, the demon did!" A strongly-witted female voice replied. "They were still breathing! You shoved a knife into Mom's- who's there?" Suddenly, the voices came to a halt. You froze, unsure of what to do. You gently knocked at the door, trying to keep your voice calm. Honestly, you didn't know why you didn't just get up and run. Clearly murder was being discussed, and at this rate, you'd be next.

"Hi, are you guests? I'm the neighbor, Y/N, bringing over leftover goods from the bake sale downtown!" The racket stopped, and a slight snicker could be heard. A boy yelped as he was pushed to the door, opening it with a distraught look on his face. "Um, thanks.." He muttered, not bothering to look at your face or any other defining feature about you. He snagged the goods from your hand, setting them down on the table. "Ashley, we got food!" He yelled for the girl, and soon you heard footsteps follow from downstairs. "Ooh, really?! Now you don't have to eat my lovely parent soup!" She giggled, and shouted as the taller boy kicked her in the leg.

"Andy, the neighbor's still watching!" She called out, heading up to go see who it was and excuse her rudeness. A list of profanities spilled from 'Andy's' mouth that you couldn't quite make out. "Sorry, sorry! My brother's a bit on the slower side~ ..Hold on." Ashley turned to look up at you, her pink eyes piercing through your soul. "Who is it?" Andy dusted himself off and put a hand on his head, walking over to the door. "No one." Ashley muttered, leaning to slam the door shut and never see you again. "Hold on, woman!" Andy yelled, just nearly strong enough to pry the doorknob from out of her hands.

You finally met eyes with the boy. Of course, they looked familiar, but you didn't recognize the names. "..Y/N?" He cooed, tilting his head. "Wait, if she called you Andy..then you're Leyley!" You speak up, excited at the reconnection of your friends. "I haven't seen either of you since elementary! What happened? You just up and disappeared one day!" You called out, leaving a dissatisfied look on both of their faces.

"You remember Nina and that whole case?" Ashley smirked, finally releasing her death grip on the doorknob. "We killed her. Well, Andrew did. Mom went crazy and made us move away. How she got the proof, I've no clue!" She laughed, her dark eyes closing in joy. Andrew pushed her away. "I didn't do anything! Ashley, you need to keep your goddamn mouth shut! Now who knows if she'll snitch on us?!" He whispers, loud enough for you to make out what the two are saying.

"So? Just bring her in and threaten her. We did the same with Mom." Ashley suggested, not hesitating for a single second. Andrew, on the contrary, blinked for a second. "You want me to tie up and threaten an old friend? Are you crazy?" Ashley groaned, rolling her eyes swiftly at the boy. "I can always be the one to snitch instead of her. I'm sure they'll believe those death certificates when I bring you up to the police station, finger prints alllll over that crate! You put her in that chest, Andy! You sick, freak of a brother! If you would just do what you were told, I'd-" She's unable to finish, before Andrew grabs your arm and hauls you into the Graves' house.

"What the-?! Let go, Andrew! This isn't a very nice reunion!" You yelled, but he soon covered your mouth, leaving no room to argue. With one push, shove, and kick, you were tied up in the basement. Your legs sat on the cold, cement floor, the room reeking of death and vinegar. "What the hell did you do in here? It smells like shit!" You spit, making Ashley giggle. "Nothing much, just killed our parents! Mind if we interview you?" She asked eagerly, skipping around the basement.

"Ashley, don't get too ahead of yourself. We still don't know what she's capable of." Andrew muttered, tying another round of Christmas lights around your waist. Seriously, they couldn't get their hands on some real rope? "Alrighty then, what relationship do you have with our parents?" Ashley kneeled down to your height, holding a hatchet in place of a fake microphone. You looked to the side, annoyed with her childish antics and yet still shocked to see what she's become. "I told you, I was handing out baked goods downtown. I always bring my leftovers to your parents. Mrs. Graves said it's the only thing that her husband can eat without wanting to kill himself."

Andrew couldn't help but laugh at your 'joke', taking a seat in the wooden chair sat next to dried, bloody runes drawn on the floor. "Alright, and how do we know we can trust you?" She tilted her head, batting her eyelashes to show off her colorful, piercing eyes. "..You really can't, to be honest. I have no clue what in God's name you've done to your parents, or anyone in this neighborhood for that matter. The only thing we have to put to use is our past friendship." As you admit this, Ashley steps away.

"You know, Y/N, I wasn't expecting you to be this honest. I like that. What do you say about being our little toy? Rotting here in this basement and doing me and Andy's dirtywork?" She suggests, and Andrew jumps out of his chair. "Absolutely not. We don't know if she can escape." Ashley walks up to her older brother, standing on her tiptoes to look him straight in the eye. "Oh, you don't want that? I suppose we should just kill her then?" She gives him a blank stare, attempting to manipulate him into picking her side. He eventually sighs, looking away and untying you. "Fine. Don't kill her. I'll bring her food and water, you keep an eye on the upstairs." He mutters, breaking the knot of festive lights on your rope-burnt wrists.

"I'm sorry, but aren't you awful at keeping hostages? You're so wishy-washy, Andy. Mom offered you a job and you just couldn't decline. I still don't know what you did to that girl in room 302, but I know you tried something. I wish I could've shot her dead instead of you wasting bullets like you always do." Ashley tries to start yet another argument with the boy, and he sighs, ignoring her. "Don't listen to this bitch. I'll take care of the food. Your first task is mopping up this bloody circle." He gestured to the grainy cement floor, with dry bloody circles and runes scattered about. You nod, getting up and grabbing the easiest looking mop to use. No taking chances here.

"Tehe, it really is like taking care of a kitten!" Ashley giggles, grabbing Andrew by the wrist and dragging him up the stairs. The door shut, followed by multiple clicks. Damn. Sounds like you were padlocked in by at LEAST three different things. The cleaning wasn't all that bad. Of course, trying to mop dry blood off of a cement floor is a bitch to handle in itself, but after a few hours every last drop was cleaned. At least it kept you entertained. You soon decided to rummage through what you could find. Getting a hold of some old movie cases, notebook paper, colored pencils, and blankets, you were able to entertain yourself.

Sketching something similar to children's book pictures, the door creaked open. Andrew crept down the stairs, a gentle candlelight illuminating the way. He sets the candle down on the cold cement, squatting down next to you. "Ah, I see you found some entertainment. No manners, hm?" You look up at him, narrowing your eyes. "Seriously? You're seriously going to say that to me after you kidnapped me?" Andrew laughed at your tone, grabbing the green colored pencil from your collection.

"Drawing cats still? You haven't changed, Y/N. It's been over a decade." Andrew laughed, twisting the pencil in his hands and drawing some fond memories - like the time Ashley pushed you off the slide at recess, or the time Ashley spilled her lunch on you, or the time Ashley- never mind. Maybe those weren't fond memories. "..I really didn't expect to see you here," Andrew started, his voice croaky as he doodles. You turn to look at him, watching how his green eyes and pale skin were lit up by the luminescent candle light. "You're the last person I expected to see here. Did you move when you heard the parasite rumors?"

You gave a shy nod, swallowing. You were overly paranoid about getting infected by said disease, as being quarantined was something you didn't look too forward towards. "I figured. There's nothing too interesting around here, either." "Except for all the murders?" You ask, and Andrew perks up. He chuckles a little. "..Yes, except for the murders. Those can be quite the entertainment. Fortunately, Ashley and I as suspects are out of the question. We died three months ago."

You drop your pencil, leaning towards him. "You died?!" Andrew shoved you back out of his personal space, rolling his eyes. "Clearly not, dumbass. Our parents faked our death for insurance. The apartment we were staying at burnt down, so there's not a trace of us left. Quite convenient, yeah?" You regain your composure, continuing to draw whiskers on the kitties. "Hm, fair enough. It's a shame we never got to reconcile about what happened. With Ashley, I mean."

"Yeah, sorry about that again. We were just kids." He admits, and you snicker. "Just kids? She left me 200 voicemails telling me to kill myself. What 10 year old does that?!" Andrew sighs, clearly not having an argument to use against you. "Ashley, I suppose. She's always been that way. Just couldn't handle me having a girlfriend. She did the same thing to my ex, Julia, when we were 20." You sigh, setting down the art supplies as you finish. "Has she always been this way? So..possessive. She really didn't look thrilled to see me- like, at all."

Andrew sets his pencil down as well, wrapping his pale body up in a blanket. "Yep. Our mom was never there to tend to her, uh..needs. And clearly she had a lot of those." "Makes sense she was so attached to you, then. I just wish we could all have hung out."

"..Me too. I really miss that feeling." Andrew admits, crossing his legs. "What feeling?" You perk up, confused. "You know, being young and in love. It feels so long ago. Maybe I lost all innocence when Ashley dragged me into hurting Nina. I was only 12, after all. Poor girl didn't know boys and girls go to separate prisons." He exhales, his warm breath appearing in the cold air, before disappearing as quickly as it showed up.

"So what really happened?" You ask, hugging your knees. Talking to Andrew wasn't so bad. All of your previous feelings were gone, but even 10 years later, the boy never really changed. He sits up, staring up at the dirty, padded ceiling of the basement. "Ashley told me she'd tell everybody what I did to Nina if I didn't break things off. Of course, it was only a middle school relationship, but it hurt like a bitch. Soon after we moved away. And..all this time I thought it was for the best. That way I wouldn't have to confront you. To see you in school hallways, walking alone to class or not having anyone to talk to. I felt awful, knowing how close we were."

"..So why don't you leave her? I know you listened to her then because you were afraid, but you don't need to now. You can easily overpower her." You suggest, wanting things to go back to the way things were; despite being an adult, you lacked friends just as badly as you had in the past. Andrew stayed silent, fidgeting with his hands. You decided to speak again. "Well, I'm just saying you don't deserve to be treated like that. I knew the two of you really well, and at least at the time, you never had any bad intentions. I know how badly she sways your thoughts. She's 20 and lacks any independence that she should have at that age."

"Can you shut the hell up?" Andrew spat monotonously. "Excuse me?" You asked, startled by his sudden change of behavior. Silence followed, and you uncomfortably chose to break it. "I'm just saying I'm here for you if you need anything." Andrew hoists himself up off the floor, leaving the blankets and colored pencils scattered across for you to clean. "Your pity makes my blood boil. Stop looking at me like I'm damaged goods." You stood up, confused. Following after him, you reached out to grab onto his wrist.

"Just wait! I don't understand why you've suddenly got upset with me! You yourself know this is unhealthy. If you're not ready to face it, that's fine, but you can't push every support system out of your life because you fear your little sister!" You plead with him, before he grabs his wrist out of your grasp.

"..I think I should go to bed. Goodnight, Y/N." He mumbled, quickly heading up the stairs and locking the door before you could refute his words. Wrapping yourself up in a blanket and resting your head on the cold, hard floor, you secretly hoped Andrew would come to his senses. For a childhood relationship to be restored was out of the question, but you at least wanted him to see that his sister has a problem. Thinking of ideal memories of the three, you lulled yourself to sleep.


